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"No. Mr. Ransom: bnt it is hprnm- -
to 1 - ce r t6e oltl hous "5f-- aing one of my personal reputation.

"Then, by thunder! you are In dan- -

ger of loslne it. Whr don't vou and
pl jj jp jpsJfji ill
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your friend hustle, instead of loitering ck chimed the hours end quarters
around as if you were paid bv the 1 heard them every one from twelve-day- ?

I tell you, man. there are'tbOT j to on&' trom 0110 to two- - Peace had
sands hundreds of thousands melt- - Hopped smoking. He sat as silent as
ing, slipping through yonr fingers, cat at a mousehole.

n 1 17 j vfy-- '

"What in thunder n- - you about?
cried the manager.

"Finding a solution to your prob-

lem," said the Uttlo derct!v, getting
to his tect. "Perhaps, gentlcnvn. you
will be pood enough to fellow rue."

He stepped through the cpeninp In

ta wall, and lifted the candle hich

the valet- - had placed on the floc-- r

whilst he was raising the panel from
within. Hy Its light. I could P the
tlret steps of a flight which led down
into darkness

"W will take Jackson with u"." be
continued. "Keep art eve on him. Mr. A
Phillips, if you pleHse."

It was a strange procession that w
made. First Peace, with the candle,
then Ransom, with the valet follow
ing. while I and Harbord brought "V
the rear. We descended some thirty
steps, formed in the thickness of the
wall, ojened a heavy door, and
found ournelve In a narrow chamber,
som twelve feet long by seven broad.
Fpon a ranttres.--i at the further end
lay a man. gagged and bourd. An the
light fell upon his features Ransom
sprang forward. 8b.or.tlng tiia nauie.

"Silas Ford, by thunder!"
With eager iincers we loosened th

gag and cut the ropes that bound M

wrists. H sat up, turning his long,
thin face from one to th other of uh
as he stretchi-- the cramp from bk
limbs.

"Thank you, irenttemen." said ho-"We-

Hansom, how are thlnps?"
"Had. sir; but It's not loo late."
He nodded ids head, pastting bLs

bands through his ha'r with a quick,
nervous movement.

"You've caught my clever friend, I
see. Kindly go through his pockets,
will you? He has I must
ask him to return to me."

We found it In Jut kwon's pockot-boo- k

a cheque, antedated a week, for
live thousand pounds, with a covering
letter to the mammer of thw lank
Ford took the bit of stamped paper,
twisting it to and fro in his supple
lingers.

"It was smart of you, Jackson," h

said, add resting the lowed figure be-

fore him. "I glvo you credit for th
idea. To kidnap a man jtift ns ho w--a

bringing oft a big dol well, you
would have earned the money."

"Hut how did yoit get down here?"
struck in the manager.

"He told me thrt he had discovered
an old hidiitg-pla- a 'priest's bole'
he called It, and I walked Into th
trap as the boot man may do some-
times. As we got o the bottom of
that stairway ho sllpiH'd a mack over
my head, and had me fixed in thirty
seconds. He fed me himself twice n

day, standing by to see I didn't holloa.
When I paid tip be was to hav twenty-f-

our hours utart; then he would
let yon know where I was. I held ouf
awhile, but I gave In tonight. Tho
delay was getting too dangerou".
Have you a cigarette. Harbord? Thank
you. And who may you be?"

It was to th detective he spoke.
"My name is Peace. Inspector Ad-

dington Peace, from Scotland Yard."
"And I owe my rescue to you?"
The little man bowed.
"You will have no reason to regret

it. And what did you think bad be-

come of me. Inspector?"
"It was the general opinion thnf

you bad taken to younelf whip-?- , Mr.
Ford."

It was as wo traveled up to town
next day that Pence told me his story
I will set it down as briefly as may
be.

"I soon came to the conclusion that

1un speculation. Somewhere far down
in the lower floor a great gong-lik- o

It must have neen some fifteen min-ite- a

after two that T hard the faint,
'aint creak of a board in the corridor
outside. I sat up, every nerve strung
ro a tente alertness. And then there
-- ame a Found I knew well, the soft
Irawing touch of a hand groping in
the darkness as some one felt his way
ilong the panelled walls. It parsed
us and was gone. Yet Pace nver
moved. Could he have fallen a.c1,ep .'

whispered bis name
"Hush!"
The answer came to me like a gen

tie sigh.
One minute, two minutes more and

thw room sprang into sight under th-glo-

of an electric hand lamp. The in
specter robe from his seat and slid
through the door, with me upon his
heels. Tho light he carried searched
the clustered shadows; but the corrl
dor was empty, nor was there any
place where a man might, hide.

"You waited too long," I whispered
impatiently.

"The man is no fool, Mr. Phillip?
Do you imagine that he wad not listen
ing and .staring like a hunted beast.
A noisy board, a stumble, or a nash of
light, and we should have waited a tir-

ing day."
"Nevertheless he has got cleat

"I think not."
As we crept forward I saw that a

strip of the oak flooring along the
walls was gray with dust. If it had
hreu in such a neglected rtato in the
afternoon I should surely have noticed
it. In some cufosity I stooped, to o;;
amine the phenomenon.

"Flour." whimpered (he little man,
touching my shoulder.

"Flour?"
"Yeg. I sprinkled It myself. Look

there is the first result."
He steadied ttn light as ho spoke,

pointing with his other hand. On the
powdery surface was the half foot-

print of a man.
The flour did not extend moro than

a couple of feet from the walls, so that
It was only here and there that wo
caught up the trail. Wo had passed
the bedroom on the left -- yet the foot-

prints still vent on; we were at the
store-roo- door, yet they still were
visible before us. There was no other
ceress from the corridor. Tho tall
window at the end was. as I knew, a
gr.cd twenty feet from the ground. Had
this man also vanished off the earth
like Silas Ford?

Suddenly the inspector stopped,
grasping my arm. The light he held
fell upon two footprints set close to-

gether. They were at right angles to
the passage. Apparently the m?.n had
passed Into the solid wall! j

"Peace, what does this mean?"
You, sir. sitting peaceably at home,

with a good light and an easy con- - i

science, may think I was a timid fool;
yet I was afroid honestly and openly
afraid. The little detective heard the
news of It In my voice, for be gave mo
a reassuring pat upon the back.

"Have you ever heard of a 'priest's
hele?' he whispered. "In the days
when Meudon Hall was built, no coun- -

try house was without its hiding place.
Protestants and priests. Royalists and
llepublIcan8i they aH the ;ecret
burrow at one time or another."

"How did be get in?"
"That is what we are her; to dis-

cover; and as I have no wish to de-

stroy Mr. Ford's old oak panels I
think our simplest plan will bp to wait,
until be comes back again."

Tho shadows leapt upon us as Peace
extinguished the lipht he carried. The
grat window alone was luminous with
the faint starlight that showed the
tracery of its ancient stonework; for
the rest, the darkness hedged u
about in Impenetrable barriers. Side
by side, we stocd by the wall In which
we knew the secret entrance mur.t
exist.

It may have been ten minutes or
more when from the distance some-
where below our feet, or no It neemed
to me there came the faint echo of a
closing door. It wan only in such
cold silence that we could have heard
it. The time ticked on. Suddenly,
upon the black of the floor, th'-r- e

shone a thin reflection like the slash
of a sword a reflection that grew Into
a. broad gutli of light as the sliding
panel in the wall, six feel, from where
we stood, rose to the full opening.
There; followed another pause, during
which I could see Peace draw himself
together as if for some unusual exer-
tion.

A shadow darkened the reflection
on the floor, and a head came peering
out. The light, but half displayed the
face, but I could see that the teeth
were bare and glistening, like those
of a man in some deadly fxpeetation.
The nest moment he stepped across
the threfchold.

With a spring like the rush of a
terrier, Addington Peace va6 upon
hlra, driving him off his balance with
the impact of the blow. One loud
scream he gave that went echoing
away into the distant corridors. But,
before I couM reach thra, the little
detective had him down, though he
still kicked viciously until I lent a
hand. The click of the handcuffs on
his wrists ended the matter.

It was Ford's valet, the man Jack- -

BOIL

We were not long by ourselves. I
heard a quick patter of naked feet
from behind us, &sd Harbord, the sec--
retarv came rtrnnirz up. Bwintrinj? a
neavy stick In his hand. Ranaora fob
OTVe( ciOSe at his heels. They both

Etopped at the. edge of the patch of
light in which we were, ataring from :

Us,1d the gaping hole in th wall. j

i fj

THE VANISHED
MILLIONAIRE

I stocd with my back to the fire, '

brooking and puzzling over it. It was ;

.worth all the headlines the newspa-T'r- s
;

had given it; there was no loop-
hole to the mystery.

sides of the Atlantic knew '

'Silas J. Ford. He had established a
business reputation in America that
had made him a celebrity in England
.from the day he stepped off the liner.
Once in London his. syndicates and

'
companies and consolidations had

Utartled the slow-movin- g British mind.
' The commercial sky of the United

s v Yvv'-- ? j'u
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iestous expectation

Kingdom was overshadowed by him
Bud his schemes. The papers were full
iof praise and blame, of puffs and

He was a millionaire;
lie was on the verge of a smash that
would paralyze the markets of the
world. He was an abstainer, a drunk- -

sird, a gambler, a most religious man.
He was a confirmed bachelor, a wom-
an hater; his engagement was to be
announced shortly. So was the gossip
kept rolling with the limelight always
centered upon the spot where Silas J.
ford happened to be standing. i

And now hft had disanneared. mn. !

Isbed, evaporated. !

On the night of December 18, a
"Thursday, he had left London for Meu- - j

km hall, the fine old Hampshire man- - j

ekm that he had rented from Lord i

tBeverly. The two most trusted men
5n his ofBce accompanied him. Friday
Imorning he had spent with them; but
fat three o'clock the pair had returned ;

fco London, leaving their chief behind, i

iFrom four to seven he had been shut i

tap with his secretary. It was a hard
(time for every one, a time verging up-ta- n

panic, and at such times Silas J.
Fcrd was not an idle man.

. At eight o'clock he had dined. His J

itwie recreation was music, and after
(the meal he had played the organ in '

Hhe picture gallery for an hour. At a
sqnarter past eleven he retired to his
bedroom, dismissing Jackson, his body
servant, for the night. Three-quarte- rs

f an hoar later, however, Harbord,
ihis secretary, had been called to the
(private telephone, for Mr. Ford had
Ibrought an extension wire from the
(neighboring town of Cam don. It was
m London message, and so urgent that
Ibe decided to wake his chief. There
(was no answer to his knock, and on
ientering the room he found that Mr.
p'ord was not in bed. He was sur-

prised, but in no way suspicious, and
(started to search the bouso. He was
jjorned by a footman, and, a little later,
,'by Jackson and the butler. Astonish-tmen-t

changed to alarm. Other serv-jan- ts

were roused to aid in the quest.
iFinally, a party, provided with lan-fter-

from the stables, commenced to
iexarnine the grounds.

Snow had fallen early In the day,
teovering the great lawns ha front of
iu tjiiirance purcu mm a son. wnua
ffclanket, about an inch in thickness. It
Nras the head-groo- who struck the
trail. Apparently Mr. Ford had
walked out of the porch, and so over
the drive and across the lawn towards
the wall that bounded the public road.
This road, which led from Meudon vil
lag to the town of Camdon, crossed '

the front of Meudon hali at a distance 'j

rf some quarter of a mile. j

There was no doubt as to the identi-
ty

!

of the footprints, for Silas Ford af-

fected
!

a broad, square-toe-d boot, easily
"recognizable from its unusual impres-
sion.

They tracked bfm by their lanterns
Jto the. park wall, and there all trace
W hini disappeared. The wall was of
Jrougbv stone, easily surmountable by
iin active man. The snow, that covered

Hilt road outside had been churned
flnto muddy paste by the trafSc of the
iday; there were no further footprints
observable. j

- The party returned to the house in J

great bewilderment. The telephone to j

flxmdon brought no explanation, and f

the following morning Mr. Harbord j
1 U the fjrst train-t- o town to make j

ROBINSON.

face, as he turned, looked pinched and
j gray in the full light.

"Inspector Peace, eh?" he said.
"Well, inspector, if you want a reward
name it. If you jrant to pnll the house
down only say the word. But find him
for us, or, by heaven, we're done."

"Is it as bad as that?
j "Tou can keep a secret, I suppose.

Yes it couldn't well be worse. It was
a tricky time; be hid half his schemes
in his own head; he never trusted even
me altogether. If he were dead 1

con'd plan something, but now "

He thumped his hsnd on the table
and turned away to the window.

"When, you last saw Mr. Ford was
he in good health? Did ho stand the
strain?"

"Ford had no nerves. Tie was never
better in his life."

"In these great transactions he
would have his enemies. If his plans
succeeded there would be many hard
hit, perhaps ruined. Have you any
suspicion of a man who, to save him-

self, might make away with Mr.
Ford?"

"No," said the manager, after a roo-- i
ment's thought. "No, I cannot give you
a single name. The players are all big
men, inspector. I don't say that their
consciences would stop them from try-

ing such a trick, but it wouldn't be
worth their while. They hold off when
gaol is the certain punishment"

"Was this financial crisis in his owii
affairs generally known?"

"Certainly not."
"Who would know of it?"
"There might be a dozen men on

both sides of the Atlantic who would
suspect the truth. But I don't sup-
pose that more than four people were
actually in possession of the facts."

"And who would they be?"
"His two partners in America; my-

self and Mr. Harbord there."
Peace turned to the young man with

a smile and a polite bow.
"Can you add any names to the

list?" he asked.
"No," said Harbord, staring at the

detective with a puzzled look, as if try.
ing to catch the drilt of his questions.

"Thank you," said the inspector;
"and now, will you show me the place
v. here this curious disappearance oc-- ;

eurred?"
We crossed the drive, where the

snow lay torn and trampled by the
carriages, and so to the white, even
surface of the lawn. We soon struck
the trail, a confused path beaten by
many footprints. Peace stooped for a
moment, and then turned to the secre- -

tary with an angry glance.
I

i

"Were you with them? he said.
"Yes."
"Then whf, in the name of com-

mon

;

sense, didn't you keep them off
his tracks? You have simply tram-

pled them out of existence, between
J UU.

"We were in a hurry, inspector,"
said the secretary, meekly. "We didn't
think about it."

We walked forward, following the
broad trail until we came to a circular
patch of trodden snow. Evidently the
searchers had stopped and stood talk-

ing together. On the further side I

saw the footprint's of a man plainly
defined. There were some half-doze- n

clear impressions and they ended at
the base of the old wail, which was
some six feet in height.

"I am glad to see that you and your
friends have left me something, Mr.
Harbord,"' said the inspector.

He stepped, forward and, kneeling
down, examined the nearest footprint.

"Mr. Ford dressed for dinner?" he
inquired,, glancing up at the secretary.

'Certainly! Why do you ask?"
"Merely that he had on heavy shoot-

ing, boots when he took this evening
stroll. It will be interesting to discov- -

er what clothes he wore."
Thv-- inspector walked up to the wall,

moving parallel to the tracks in the
snow. With a sudden spring he
climbed to tho top and seated himself
while he. stared about him. Then on
his bands and knees he began to crawl
forward along the coping. It was a
quaint spectacle, but the extraordinary
care and vigilance of the little man
took the farce out of it.

Presently he stopped and looked
down at ns.

"Please stay where yon are,' he
stiid, and disappeared on the further
side.

Harbord offered me a cigarette, and

pre waited with due obedience till the
Inspector's bullet head again broke the
horizon as he struggled back to his po--

sitioa oa the coping of the wail.
He seemed in a very pleasant tem

per when he joined u:; but he said
nothing of his discoveries, and I had ,

grown too wise to inquire. When we
reached fb entrance ball he asked for
Jackson, the valet, and in a couple of
minutes the man appeared. He was a
tail, hatchet-face- d fallow, very neatly
dressed in black. He made a little
bow, and then stood watching ns in a
most respectful attitude.

"A queer business this, Jackson,"
said Addington Peace.

"Yes, sir."
"And what is your opinion on it?'
"To be frank, sir, I thought at first

lhat Mr. Ford had run away; but now
don't know what to make of it."
"And why should he run away?"
"1 have no idea, sir; but he seemed

to me rather strange in his manner
yesterday."

"Have you been with him long?"
"No, sir. I was valet to the Hon.

John Dora. Lord Eeverley's second
son. Mr. Ford took me from Mr.
Dorn at the time he rented the hall."

"I see. ,Ad now. wlja joa -

BY B. FLETCHER

Inquiries. For private reasons his
friends did not desire publicity fcr
the affair, and it was not until the late

I afternoon, when all their investiga- -

tions had proved fruitless, that they
communicated with Scotland Yard,
"When the papers went to press the

i whereabouts of the great Mr. Ford
still remained a mystery.

In keen cariosity I set off up th
stairs to Inspector Peace's room. Per
haps the little detective had iatei
news to give me.

I found him standing with his baclt
to the fire puffing at his cigarette witfc
a plump solemnity. A bag, neatly
6trapped, lay on the rug at his feet. He
nodded a welcome, watching me over
his glasses.

"I expected you, Mr. Phillips." ha
said. "And how do you explain it?" !

!

!

;

urn mmmmmnwj

"A love affair or temporary insan- -

tty," I suggested vaguely.
"Surely we can combine those solu-

tions," he smiled. "Anything else?"
"No. I came to ask your opinion.'
"My mind Is void of theories, Mr.

Phillips, and I shall endeavor to keep
it so for the present. If you wish to
amuse yourself by discussing possi-
bilities, I would suggest your consid-
eration of the reason why, if he want-
ed to disappear quietly, he should
leave so obvious a track through the
snow of his own lawn. For mvself, as
I am leaving for Camdon via Water-
loo station in 23 minutes, I shall hope
for more definite' data before night."

"Peace," I asked him eagerly, "may
I come with you?"

"If you can be ready in time," he
said.

It was past two o'clock when we ar--

rived at the old town of Cazndon. A
carriage met us at the station. Five
minutes more and we were clear of
the narrow streets and climbing the
first bare ridge of the downs. It was
a desolate prospect enough a bare ex-

panse of wind-swep- t land that rose
and fell with the sweeping regularity
of the Pacific swell. Here and there
a clump of ragged firs showed black
against the snow, tinder that gentle
carpet the crisp turf of the crests and
the broad plough lands of the lower
ground alike lay hidden. I shivered,
drawing my coat more closely about
me.

i
i

It wa3 half an hour later that we
topped a swelling rise and saw the
gray towers of the ancient mansion be- -

Death us. In the shelter of the valley
by the quiet river, that now lav frozen
into silence, the trees had grown into
splendid woodlands, circling the hall
on the further side. From the broad
front the white lawns crept down to
the road on which we were driving.
Dark masses of shrubberies and the
tracery of scattered trees broke their
silent levels. The park wall that
fenced them from the road stood out
like an ink line ruled upon paper.

"It must have been there that he
disappeared," I cried, with a specula-
tive flnper. '

"So I imagine," said Peace. "And if
he has spent two nights on the Hamp- -

sajre nowns, m ne tooKing lor a
fire today. You have rather more
than your fair share of the rug, Mr.
Phillips, if you will excuse my men-
tioning it."

A man was standing on the steps of
the entrance porch when we drove up.
As we unrolled ourselves he stepped
forward to help us. He was a thin,
iri-.fi- wi fRiw rriv fw ,;, .,.
determinate eyes.

"My name is Harbord," he said.
Ton are Inspector Addingtcm Peace, I
believe.

His hand shook as he stretched it
out in a tremulous greeting. Plainly
the secretary was afraid, visibly and
anxiously afraid.

"Mr. Ransom, the manager of Mr.
Ford's Londcm ofuce. is here," he con-
tinued. "He is waiting to see yon in
the library."

We followed him through a great
hall into a room lined with books from
floor to c?iling. A stout, dark man,
who was pacing it like a beast in a
case, stopped at the eight of us. Hia

every hoar, every hour."
He sprang from his seat and started

his walk agairt up and down, up and
down, as we had first Been bim.

"Shall you be returning to London?
At the question the manager halted

in his stride, staring sharply down in
to the inspector's bland countenance.

"No," he said; "I shall stay ber
Mr. Addington Peace, until such time
as you have something definite to tell
me.

"I have an inqrrSry to make which I

wou'd rather place in the hands of
tome one who has personal knowledge
of Mr. Ford. Neither Mr. Ha-bo- rd nor
yourself desire to leave Meudon. Ia
there anyone else you can suggest?"

"There is Jackson Ford's valet."
said the manager, after a moment's
thought. "He can go, if you think him
bright enough. I'll send for him."

While the footman who answered
the bell was gone upon his errand, we
waited in an uneasy silence. There
was the shadow of an ugly mystery
upon us all. Jackson, as he entered,
was the only one who seemed at hia
ease. He stood there a tall figure of
all the respectabilities.

"The inspector here wishes you to
go to London, Jackson," said the man-tiger- .

"He will explain the details.
There is a fast train from Camdon at
eleven."

"Certainly, sir. Do I return tonight?"
"No, Jackson," said Peace. "It will

take a day or two."
The man took a couple of steps to-

wards the door, hesitated, and then re-

turned to hi. former place.
"I beg your pardon, sir," he began,

addressing Ransom. "But I would
rather remain at Meudon under pres-
ent circumstances."

"What on earth do you mean?" thun
dered the manager.

"Well, sir. I was the last to se Mr.
Ford. There is. at it wore, a suspicion
upon me. I should like to be present
while the search continues, both for
his sake and my own."

"Very kind of you, I'm sure."
growled Ransom. "But you either da
what 1 tell you, Jackson, or you pack
your boxes and clear out. So be quick
and make up your mind.'

"I think you are treating me most
unfairly, sir. Hut 1 cannot be per-
suaded out of what I know to be y

duty."
"You impertinent rascal!" began

the furious manager. But Peace was
already on his feet with a hand out-
stretched.

"Perhaps, after all, I can make oth-
er arrangements, Mr. Ransom," be
said. "It is natural that Jackson
should consider his own reputation in
this affair. That is all, Jackson; you
may go now." j

It was half an hour afterwards, i

when the end of breakfast had dis-

persed the party, that I spoke to Peace
about it, offering to go to Iondon my-
self and do my best to carry out his
instrucHons.

"I had bad luck in my call for vol-

unteers,"
'he said.

"I should have thought they would
have been glad enough to get the
chance of work. They can find no
particular amusement in loafing about
the place all day."

Doubtless they all had excellent
reasons," he said with a smile. "But
anyway, you cannot be spared, Mr.
Phillips."

"You natter me."'
"I want you to stay in your bed-

room. Write, read, do what you like,
but keep yot:r door ajar. If anyone
passes down the corridor, see where
he goes, only don't let him know that
you are watching him if you can help
It. 1 will take my tun at half-pas- t

one. 1 don't mean to starve you."
I Obeyed. After all, it was, in a

manner, promotion that the Inspector
bad given me; yet it was a tedious,
anxious time. No one came my way,
baning a sour-lookin- g housemaid. I
tried to arguo out the case, but the
deeper I got the moro conflicting grew
my theories. I was never more glad
to sse a friendly face than when the
little man came in upon me.

The short winter's afternoon crept
on, the Inspector and T taking turn and
turn about in our sentry duty. Dinner
time came and went. I had been off

duty from nin, but at ten-thirt- y I

poured out a whisky and fioda and
went back to .loin him. Ho was sit
tine in the middle of the room smok-
ing a pipe in great apparent satisfac-
tion.

P,- -d time, isn't it?" I grumbled,
sniffing at his strong tobacco.

"Oh. no." he said. "The fact ls,.we
nrc gdnr to sit up all night."

I threw myself on a couch by the.
window without reply. Perhaps I was
not in the bet of tempers; certain! v
f (iid not feci so.

"You insisted on coming down with
roe." he suggested.

"I know all about that," I told him.
"I haven't complained, have I? If you
want me to shut myself up for a week
I'll do it; but I should prefer to have
tome idea of the reason why.'.'

"I don't wish to create mysteries,
Mr. Phillips," he said kindly; "but, be-

lieve me, there is nothing to be gained
in vague discussions."

I knew that settled it as far as he
rras concerned, so I nodded my head
and filled a pipe. At eleven he walked
across the room and switched off the
light.

'1f nothing happens, you can take ;

vour turn in four hours from now. he j

said. "In the meanwhile get to sleep. ;

I will keep the first watch."
I shut my eyes;" but there was po j

rest. in m.e that. night. I lay listening j

your master's room. I shall see yon
again later, Mr. Harbord," he con-
tinued; "in the raeanwbi I will leave
my assistant with you.

We sat and smoked in the ecre-tary'- s

room, lie was not much of
talker, consuming cigarette aftT cig-
arette in silpnce. The winter dnsk had
already fallen when the inspector
Joined us, and w retired to our rooms
to prepare, for dinner. I trW a word
with Peace upon the staircase, but he
shook his head and walked on.

The raeAl dragged itself to an end
somehow, and we left Ransom with a
ser-on- decanter of port before him.
Peace slipped away again, and I con-
doled myself with a hook in the li-

brary until half-par- t ten. when I walked
off to bed. A servant was switching
off the light in the ball when I mount-
ed the great staircase.

My room was in the old wing at the
further side of the picture gallery, and
I had some difficulty in steering my
way through the dark corridors. The
mystery that hung over the honse had
shaken my nerves, and I remember
that I started at every creak of a
board and peered into the shadows as
I passed along with heaven knows
what ghostly expectation?-,- . I was glad
enough to close my door upon them
and see the wood fire blazing cheerful-
ly in the open hearth.

I woke with a start that left me sit-
ting up in bed, with my heart thump-
ing in my ribs like a piston-rod- . I am
not generally a light sleeper, but that
right, even while I snored, my nerves
were active. Some one had tapped at
my door that was my impression.

I listened with the uncertain fear
that comes to the newly waked. Then
I heard it again on the wall near my
head this time. A board creaked.
Some one was groping his way down
the dark corridor without. Presently
he stopped, and a faint line of Illu-
mination sprang out under my door. It
winked, and thn grew stiiL He had
lit a candle.

Assurance came with tho streak of
light. What was he doing, groping in
the dark, if he had a candle, with him?
I crept ovr to the door, opened It, and
stared cautiously oi.t.

About a score feet away a man was
standing a striking figure against tho
light he carried. His back was to-
wards me, but I could see that his
hand was shading the candle from his
eyes while he stared into the shad-
ows that clung about the further end
of the corridor.

Presently he began to move forward.
The picture gallery and the body of

'.he house lay behind me. The eorri- -

ior in which be stood terminated in a
window, set deep into the stone of the
Jld walls. The man walked slowly,
throwing the light to right and left.
His atttitude was of nervous expecta-
tion that of a man who looked for
something that he feared to see.

At the window he stopped, staringibout him and listening. He examined
:he fastenings, and then tried a door
in his right. It was locked againstaim. As he did so I caught his pro-al- e

against the light. It was Harbord.
the secretary. From where I stood he
was not more than forty feet away.
There was no possibility of a mistake.

As he turned to come back I retreat-?- d

into my room, closed the door. Th?
fellow was in a state of great agita-
tion, and I could hear him mutterins
:o himself as he walked. When he had
passed by I peeped out to see him and
ais light dwindle, reach the corner by
'he picture gallery, and fade into a

a darkness.
I took care to turn the key before I

got back into bed.
I woke again at seven, and. hurry-

ing on my clothes, set off to tell Peace
..ail about it. I took him to the place,
and together we examined the corri-
dor. There were only two rooms be-
yond mine. The one on the left was
an unoccupied bedroom; that on the
right was a large storeroom, the door
of which was locked. The housekeep-er kept the key, we Ieamt upon in-

quiry. Whom had Harbord followed?
The problem was beyond me. As for
inspector Peace, he did not indulge in
verbal speculations.

It was in the central hall that we
encountered the secretary on hi way
to the breakfast room. The man
looked nervous and depressed; he nod-
ded to us, and was passing ob, when
Peace stopped him.

"Good morning. Mr. Harbord," he
said. "Can I have aword with you?"

"Certainly, inspector. What is it?"
"I have a favor to ask. My ?si:--t

ant and myself have oor hands full
here. If necessary could you help ue
by running up to linden, and

"For the day?" he interrupted.
"No. It may be an affair of three ot

four, days."
"Then I must refuse. I am pnrrv

bot "

"Don't apologise. Mr-- . Harbord."
the little man, cheerfully. "I snail hav
to fmd some one else that Is ali."

We walked into the breakfast roora
and a few minutes later Ransom ap
pear.ed with a great bund a of !tter?
and telegrams in his hand.

Ransom said not a word to any o?
us. but dropped into a chair, tearin?
open the envelopes and glancing si
their contents. His face grew darker
as he read, and once he thumped vl9
hsnd npon the table with a crash that
set the china jingling.

"Well, inspector?" be said at last.
The little detective's head shook oui

a negative.
"Perhaps yon require an incentive." i

he sneered. "Is it a matter of a re--

ward?"

Pjrd, whether dead or nlle, was in
sldo the grounds of Meudon Hall. K

ho had bolted, for some re.if on. by-fh- v

wpy, vlil'h was ptrieelly incompre-
hensible, a man of hi.i ability woulc
rot have left a bro i .1 trail across tho
center of bin lawn for all to ne.
There 7. a:---

, mouover, no trnco of him
that our men could ferret ovt at any
station within reasonable distance. A

motor was possible, but there were r.'
marks of its presence next morning
in the slush of tho ronds. That fr-e-t

I learnt from a curkes groom who
had aided In tho :c: reli, and who.
with a similar l"n. upon hint, had
carefully examine"! tho highway at
daybreak.

"When I tlaml-'-re- to the top f

the wall I found ihut the snow upon
tho coping had been d'cbxlgcl. I

traced the mark?;, ar jo'i saw, for
about a dozen yarda W!; re they end

d I, too, dropped to the ground out-

side. There f mT'e a remarkable
discovery. Upon a 1U1 drift, of snow
that lay in the shallow ditch beneath
were more footprint::, n-.i- ' they were
not those of Ford. They were th'
marks of long and narrow boots, an!
led fn'n the road, where they jvc-o

lost in the track of a floe?: of f, hf ;

that had been driven over It the day
before.

"I took a ftr-fu- tit nsnrem nt f

those, footprints. Th'-- might, of
course, be'ong to pome privaio inve

lut they gave me an Id' n

Could some man have wn'ked ncror'
tho lawn in Ford":; toot', thjirise'l
them to b's own en th-- ' top of t"
wall, and so depcrUd? Waa It tie
desire of some one to let If be sup-
posed that Fcrd had run ax-.ay-

"When I Ford's private
rooms I was even more fortuna''.
From the boot boy I df -- eovered thiV
the master bad three pairs cf shoo?-ing-boot-

There were three pairs Ir-th-

stand. Some on- - had made a
very serious misfek?. Instead of hid-

ing the pa'r he bad on the lawn,
he had returned them to their place.
The trick was becoming evident. But
where was Ford? In the honso or
grounds, dead or aiive, but where?

"I wa3 able, through my friend the
bootboy, to examine the boots on tho
right of our arrival. My measure-
ments corresponied with thos-- that
Jackson, the valet, wore. Was he


